20                                BEN JONSON
When wit waits upon the fool. O, who would not be
He> he' he ?                        [One knocks without.
Volp. Who's that? Away!         [Exeunt Nano and Castrone.
Look, Mosca. Mos. Fool. Begone!                                  [Exit Androgyno.
'Tis Signior Voltore, the advocate,
I know him by his knock. Volp. Fetch me my gown,
My furs and nightcaps; say, my couch is changing,
And let him entertain himself awhile
Without i' the gallery. [Exit Mosca] Now, now, my clients
Begin their visitation! Vulture, kite,
Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey.
That think me turning carcase, now they come,
I am not for them yet.
Re-enter MOSCA, with the gown., etc. How now! The news ? Mos. A piece of plate, sir. Volp. Of what bigness ? Mos. Huge,
Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed,
And arms engraven. Volp. Good! and not a fox
Stretched on the earth, with fine delusive sleights,
Mocking a gaping crow? Ha, Mosca? Mos. Sharp, sir. Volp. 'Give me my furs. [Puts on his sick dress] Why dost
thou laugh so, man? Mos. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks:
That this might be the last gift he should give;
That this would fetch you; if you died today,
And gave him all, what he should be tomorrow;
What large return would come of all his ventures;